THE MIRRORS OF WASHINGTON

Clerks drop in their tracks before he leaves at
night. He has time to see everyone who would
see him; for he can never tell when "the man with
the idea" will knock at his door. Unlike the
British naval officer charged with the duty of ex-
amining inventions to win the War, who is de-
cribed by Guedalla as sitting like an inverted
Micawber "waiting for something to turn down/'
he is waiting for something to turn up. He does
more than wait; he works twenty hours a day
trying to turn something up.

And he will turn something up. The chances
are that he will do as much for the infant foreign
trade of this country as Alexander Hamilton did
for the infant finances of this country. He promises
to be the most useful cabinet officer in a generation.
But this is less than his ambition. If he were an
unknown man, it would be enough; but you
measure him by the stature of Hoover of the Bel-
gian Relief. Like the issue of great fathers, he is
eclipsed by a preceding fame. As well be the son
of William Shakespeare as the political progeny of
Hoover, The Food Administrator!

The War spoiled life for many men; for Wilson,
for Baruch, for Hoover. After its magnificent
amplifications of personality, it is hard to descend
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